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Hurrah 1 it was over.   The gorgeous repast, The banquet of Titans, was finished at last, The miraculous task was done.
"Very slowly and stiff he rose to his feet,
And gravely stood his ground. He looked like a swollen, gigantic balloon, A plum-pudding huge, a canine full moon,
Or a sphere mathematically round.
" The skin like a bladder was stretched quite tight,
So that each individual hair Stood two inches apart, and the space between Had the polished, smooth, and glimmering sheen
Of alabaster rare.
"His eyes were staring.    They could not blink,
Nor move from side to side. The tail was stiff and packed to the end, The legs were bulgy and could not bend,
The jaws were gaping wide.
" But still upon me he glared in the tree,
And feebly tried to hop. As if he would say, 'I've not had enough. I could pack you in as a bit of plum-duff.
You would lie quite light on the top.'
" 'Twas useless to shoot, but the thing I did
"Was the act of a silly loon, And might very well have cost me my life : I opened and dropped my hunting knife
On the back of the canine full moon.